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decorated with flashy effigies glittering in trim niches.
I shut my eyes and listened to the music. Shrill,
metallic voices of the Palestinian choir shrieked Latin
chants off key. I felt cheated. The whole performance
was out of tune with the simple service I had expected.

I began to look at the congregation packed thick
about us as we clustered in the nave. On my left were
two Guardsmen. They stood erect, as if on parade,
and their stance never altered. But I knew they were
friends because once their eyes met, and they smiled
rather shyly as if a bit embarrassed by the surround-
ings. Behind them were two Indians in battledress,
short and compact like Gurkhas; they could not see
much because the stalwart Guardsmen blocked their
view, but they stood contentedly with their hands
clasped together. Beside them was an R.A.F. officer,
rather stout with pale frizzy hair, who was escorting an
elderly, prim-looking lady with a blue scarf pinned
neatly about her head to cover her hair.

On my right was a young trooper in the Airborne
Division, and next to him a thin Polish officer who
stood beside a Palestinian soldier and a W.A.A.F. with
very pale skin, who was leaning lightly against her
friend, an aircraftsman, whose arm was about her
waist. Beyond them I could see two Italian prisoners-
of-war in thick brown uniforms rather too big for them.
And beyond them, and all round the church, row after
row of khaki greatcoats spotted with different badges.

Then I looked at the faces of those about me. Their
eyes were looking ahead and upwards towards the High
Altar, and their faces were solemn and content with
devotion to the Man whose life and death had brought
.them together. Suddenly I looked away, for my eyes
were full of tears.